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YBs at MAX-GIVING 2018 !  
 

Paul Provost‟s  

Winter Adventures 

brought him  

and six others to  

Jim Hollerich;s 

Trail Bike Museum  

Cheshire Mass  
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2019 Yankee Beemers Officers 

President:   Duncan Cooper  
Vice President: John Van Hook 

Secretary:  Karl Renneker 
Treasurer: Jim Sanders 

Forum: Gary Nelson 
Publisher: Dana Lewis 
Editor: Dwight Nevins 

YB Store Manager: (Seeking new Volunteer)  

Board of Directors: 
DL Nevins, B Cusack, J Gamel, S Martin, TTruex, D Walton 

Eric Kugler, John Shields, Bill Cusack  

RallyMasters 
Vermont Campouts: Bill Cusack and Jim Sanders 

Holiday Party: Bill Cusack  
Damn Yankees: Ken Springhetti 

Pemi : Eric Kugler 
 

YB Hall of Presidents 
Yankee Beemer Presidents  (1985-2019) 

 
1985-1986  Peter Gay,  1987 Charley Kelly, 
1988 Phil Rose, 1989-1990 Steve Winget, 

1991-1992 Bob Pipes, 1993 1994 Pete Martin, 
1995-1996 1998  Dave Swider, 1997 Cindy Beeler, 
1999,2000,2001 Rob Nye,   2002,2003 Jeff Stein, 

2004 Kit Wise, 2005 Craig Cleasby,  
2007-2008 Bruce Ferguson, 2009-2010 Roy Bertalotto, 
2011-2012 Marc Waegemann, 2013-2014 Bob Blethen, 

2015-2016-2017-2018 Ken Springhetti, 
 

Ladies and Gentlemen , We give you the  
2019 INDUCTEE  Duncan Cooper  
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Riding the Trans-Labrador Highway before it was paved 

Have you ever looked at a map of Nova Scotia and wondered what that landmass of an 

Island was above Nova Scotia. 

This is the Province of New-

foundland and Labrador. In a two

-part ride report, a friend and I, 

both YB’s went to take one of 

the last rides on the Trans-

Labrador Highway, West Coast 

of Newfoundland and Gaspe 

Peninsula.   

The trips objective was to experi-

ence the Trans - Labrador highway before it was completely paved. We, Scott Clark 

and I (Duncan Cooper) learned about of the Labrador Highway from a number of mag-

azines articles, mostly ADV Rider.   We looked at the challenge, to ride a continuous 

gravel road, approximately 1500km and see a spectacular country, Canada.  However 

this was an excuse to mostly ride motorcycles. 

The trip started from Brattleboro, VT.  We met at a motel 6, had a quick breakfast of 

cellophane do-nuts, and lousy coffee and were on the way.  9 hours later and a stop for 

a real breakfast in Wells River, VT we were riding spectacular roads in Canada. We 

rode along the south shore of the Saint Lawrence River, crossing in Quebec City.  The 

vistas of this amazing river were spectacular.  On the first night, we spent it with 

Scott’s in Laws and experienced spectacular Quebec hospitality.  After a good night 

sleep, we headed to Bae Comeau and the beginning of the Trans - Labrador Highway. 

From Bae Comeau, we rode100 KM of the most spectacular twisty roads we had scene 

east of the Mississippi River, we had not yet done the roads off the Blue Ridge Park-

way .  Arriving at Manic 5, the last in a series of Dam’s operated by Hydro Quebec, 

pavement turned to a gravel surface we would be on for the next 1500 KM, 900 miles. 

Prez Sez  
Duncan Cooper 
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If you go, make sure to fill up with Gasoline.  We filled up at Manic 4. The 

next station is 275 miles Once one leaves pavement, from Manic 5 to Labrador 

City, about 750 KM    it was only gravel.   

 

Rain began almost im-

mediately once we hit 

the gravel. The road con-

ditions varied from wide 

graded road to two-

wheel tracks of gravel 

that was called a 

road.  The rain com-

pounded the fun, as the 

road was graded with a silica clay sand mix-

ture.  Think of it like always riding in a constant 

skid. Our tires were TKC 80’s and we still were always on the foot pegs. The 

day consisted of average speeds of 45 mph. Rain came and went. The benefit 

of the rain was it kept the dust down.   
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The first day on the Trans-Lab, we completed the first section to Freemont, QUE, 

about 450 km, soaking wet. We decided to splurge at a hotel.  Imagine two mo-

torcyclist-covered head to toe with mud, looking like a creamsicle, pulling into a 

nice hotel.  The hotel smiled, booked us a room and asked what they could do to 

help.   Needless to say, the hotel was a welcome relief. The hotel is located next 

to a large smelter. From the window of the hotel all we could se was a slag pile 

that extended for miles.  The interesting design of the hotel was it was built into a 

building that incorporated an entire town. The millruns 24/7 and the inhabitants 

all live within the enclosed town.  There are movie theaters, dining facilities, 

solarium lounges, etc. In winter it gets down to -30 degree F for weeks at a time.  

This made us feel guilty, turning a beautiful hotel room into a Chinese laun-

dry.  Imagine tents, sleeping bags, riding gear, strung from one end to the other.  

Everything being dry made the next days ride more enjoyable.  > 

 

The next day we had another 300 Km to ride to Goose Bay/Happy Valley,  The 

road out of Freemont, Quebec was gravel. When we entered Labrador, we hit 

pavement. We hit approximately 30 KM of pavement from the Labrador boarder 

to Labrador City.  For once, we could enjoy the scenery and not focus on the 

road. There were endless pine forest, and oh yes the mosquitoes. We wore our 

bug nets under our helmets. Our dream of pavement ended 20 km out from Lab-

rador City, we ran into gravel again. It was not raining; it was worst blue sky and 

dust.  They were preparing to pave.  The paving consisted of widening the road 

and laying down different sizes of aggregate roadbed.  We would go from hard 

pack to soft to chipped rock for the next 300 KM till we got into Goose Bay/

Happy Valley Labrador.  It was an interesting day of improving our riding skills.  

No one crashed, but we certainly had a full day starting at 8:00 AM and getting 

into Goose Bay at 10:00 PM.   
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Upon arrival in Goose Bay, Happy Valley, Scott found a site due to help from 

some really nice people. Scott went up to a house at 9:30 PM, being a nice NYer, 

with the light on at the house, he knocked on the door and asked if they knew 

where we could camp.  Not only did they tell us, they got in the car, lead us to a 

campsite and made sure we were all set. After they left we set up camp, swatted 

mosquitoes, and cooked dinner, swatted mosquitoes, ate, swatted mosquitoes, 

and went to bed.  Official Camp Sites in Goose Bay do not exist. If you can find 

a space in Goose Bay, Labrador, free camping is allowed.  Best place to check, if 

you get into town at the right time is the visitors bureau. They literally will tell 

you where to go! 

The next morning, we were up 

early, We then headed out for an-

other day of excitement. We were 

on the Goose Bay to Red Bay sec-

tion of the Labrador Highway, 

approximately 700 KM.  It had 

opened recently and was still unpaved.  This section of road was much easier 

than the previous section.  From the pictures one can see the width, the road ag-

gregate.  The aggregate was larger and the TKC 80 tires could get a good grip. 

 

Our focus on the road made the day pass quickly.  We were careful to fill the gas 

tanks at every opportunity.  Distance between gas stations was typically 200 to 

250 KM.  Due to road consistency, speeds of between 35 and 40 MPH were the 

norm.  Fuel mileage was exceptional, as we were not burning ethanol and travel-

ing at a lower speed. Frequently we would hit soft gravel and not standing on the 

the foot pegs, the bike that would become a challenge to control. We found rid-

ing on the foot pegs, giving some gas and powering through was the way to pro-

ceed. The road was dry and we ended up eating each other’s dust all day.  At the 

end, we looked like two dirt bags fresh from the Dakar Race, we did not have the 

same skill set.  We arrived in Red Bay early evening. The gravel turned into 

pavement. We had officially ridden the Trans Labrador highway.  
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As we continued towards our camp site we continued to ride standing on our 

foot pegs. It must have been out of habit.  As we proceeded we rejoined the 

seacoast. The highway improved and we began to pick up the pace.  If you do 

not know the national bird of Labrador, we stayed in a Provincial Park named 

for it, Mosquito Shores Provincial Park.  Facilities were fantastic, however 

when the wind stopped, one became lunch for the mosquitoes.  We did not in-

clude the pictures of mosquito netting we wore. Stylish, we were not.   

The next morning after a good breakfast at a local greasy spoon, we headed to 

Blanc Sablion, entering into the world of no one speaking English. It is quite an 

experience being in rural Quebec. In Blanc Sablion the people were great. They 

went out of their way to help.  We were guest in their country, we were polite 

and they helped.  One can get buy not speaking French, but a few words go a 

long way. There is a fabulous visitor center in Blanc Sablion, given the history 

of the area. Due to the Trans Labrador Highway just opening, they are upping 

their game expecting more touristas.  

 

The Ferry to New Foundland from Quebec is about an hour, caught in Blanc 

Sablion. It is a beautiful trip. We were lucky that the weather was clear. Upon 

arrival in Newfoundland we headed south from St. Anthony, Newfoundland.  

Our goal for the night was Gross Morin National Park, a world heritage site. 

We spend two glorious days there. The weather cooperated and we were able 

to explore this beautiful region  
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For those whom like to go fast, the road from where you land in Newfoundland to 

the ferry back dock at Port aux Basque is one of the most scenic you will ever 

find. We were lucky to have sun, a little wind and 300 plus KM of open road with 

out a traffic light.  One needs to slow down in the towns, to avoid the Provincial 

Police.  We explored the west coast of Newfoundland and pledged to come back. 

The restaurants were fabulous. People could not have been friendlier and scenery 

was out of this world.  The pictures do not do the trip justice.   
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The Ferry at Port aux Basque goes to Sydney Nova Scotia.  It is about an 8 

hours to trip. The boat is very comfortable. It leaves twice a day.  We caught 

the early boat and enjoyed the trip.  Be prepared to tie you bike down; the 

ferry operators supply the tie downs. We mostly slept as we had a long ride 

ahead, which we can cover in another article back to New England, 22 hours 

via the Gaspe Peninsula.  The boat has gambling, 5 star restaurants, a movie 

theater; private cabins if you want them.  Being true YB’ers, we pulled up a 

piece of the floor, set up sleeping bag and cut ZZZEES.  We arrived late in 

Sydney Nova Scotia, it was raining and we decided to grab a hotel.  Sydney 

is famous for being the launching point for Atlantic Convoy’s in World War 

2.  

We woke up fresh to sun after a great breakfast. We decided at the last mi-

nute to head and see if we could do the Gaspe Peninsula.  Ah! That is for 

another article, part 2.   

Since our trip the Trans Labrador Highway has been paved from Labrador 

City to Goose Bay/Happy Valley. They are now paving it from Goose Bay/

Happy Valley to Red Bay.  We like to think we were one of the last through 

bikers to complete the 1500 KM of gravel on the Trans Lab in three days.  I 

have been back since and rode it again, 2015. It was a great trip. Both time 

we went was the last two weeks of August.  It seems to be driest and the 

Mosquitoes are at a minimum, they will not pick up your tent and carry you 

away.  If you are thinking about doing it, give me a call and I will share 

packing list, 500 more photos and places to camp.  When I went back the 

second time in 2015, I spent more time in Newfoundland.  

That is as well for another article.   
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It's that time of year again, when we look outside our 
windows and dream of warmer days and dry twisty 

roads. The Yankee Beemers will try to ease the winter 
pain with our annual winter bash! Please join us for an 

evening of camaraderie, tall tales, bench racing and oth-
er semi fictitious achievements as we ogle some new 
bikes courtesy of our local dealers. There will be cock-
tails, dinner and a prize drawing. Rooms are still availa-
ble at the Warren Inn for those of you who wish to make 
a night of it. All rooms are doubles (2 queen beds) with a 
rate of $109/night. When you book, be sure to mention 
you are with the YBs and using the room block. They 

won't last long, as the inn will release them soon! 
 

Warren Conference Center and Inn 
529 Chestnut Street 
Ashland, MA 01721  

www.warrencenter.com 
508-231-3000 

 
Price  

$30pp for member / spouse.     $45pp for non-members. 
 

Sign up at  www.YankeeBeemers.org 

https://l.facebook.com/l.php?u=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.warrencenter.com%2F%3Ffbclid%3DIwAR2IXR23L8y3XnFX7nKewJaBxQHAQ2M05uh3wbiKm9ZBJqZc8NixdROwMgg&h=AT26KyZLjVgOkQu5tq6aOO9xxPu3cIjj4GdtzxFGElVJIUeNlxSYbUMRZwL1GI8m9zMJGPfsCyZAFJ6VoQVfrAxcoNZ0RZhxC_ZLBDhIqjtvDZMcfGpL
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Editors View   

I am a Traveler  D L Nevins 

I am a Traveler 

Not a tourist, but rather a traveler. I 

Here‟s what I think is the difference : 

My Great Grandfather built the home that I have lived in for 

all of my many years, as did my father, and my grandfather. My 

grand daughter will be the sixth generation to grow up there too.  

 

It‟s a nice enough 

place, Good Neigh-

bors, nice big back 

yard, Yeah it could 

maybe use a little 

work, and a good 

top to bottom 

cleaning, All in all a 

real Good place to 

be FROM.   But 

whenever I have 

the opportunity, I‟d 

rather be out there, 

on the open road 

looking to find 

some new places 

to explore and 

maybe meet a few 

interesting charac-

ters along the way. 
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My earliest childhood road trip memory is a one that my 
Father Mother and I ( Young Dwight)  took out to Lake 
Michigan.   We visited  one of my dad‟s WWII B25 
crewmates,Hank Larson. They had served together in 
1942 at a USAAF airbase in Marianna Florida. later on 
Ascension Island in the South Atlantic I imagine they‟d 
made the strongest bonds they would ever have with 
another group of people during those trying and intense 
times.  

Hank and his wife Duchie lived right on Lake Michigan 
they had a speedboat, and a refrigerator filled with Co-

ca Cola ! They drank Coke on Ascension because the 
water was bad , Yep and Coke was still their drink of 
choice , It turns out that I inherited THAT  thirst too. 
 
We stopped at Niagara Falls on the way home 
(I Guess that my parents might have been Tourists?)   
I remember the mist and trying to hang over the railings 
to see the bottom, I think my Mom was freaking out, But 
I LOVED this new place, so different from anything I‟d 
ever seen before.  
           This trip planted the Travelers Seed in me. 
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The best month of my life ( so far ) was August 1997.  

We left on a cross country road trip with my young family, We 

planned some stops and destinations, yeah maybe a few of them 

kind of touristy, but really just out  

for a nice long ride.  I had to plan 

pretty far ahead to get this month 

off from my job, I was working for a 

large Financial Institution, and the 

two big projects we had been work-

ing on were complete Y2K and the 

Euro conversion , I was FREE for 

30 days ! I was FREE to see just 

what the USA really looked like. 

 

DWIGHT KANSAS: 

Now I‟m not sure that a TOURIST 

would have stopped in Dwight Kan-
sas?  No water parks, no malls, no 
Fantasy land, they would have kept 
going straight on the I70 to get to? 
Dodge City? Denver? California?  
Or wherever they were headed out  
to across those Great Plains?    
 
But a TRAVELLER might think :  
“Hey, Let‟s stop and see DWIGHT! “ 
 

DWIGHT KS 

SUMMERFEST 
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We picked this P.O.I. on our journey, well mostly because that‟s my 

name, and I wanted to find out some more about the place. Well, 

we drove through once, and kind of waved to the locals a little, they 

nodded back, we turned around and went through town again, this 

time the Dwightonians were waving harder!  Next pass they were 

ready to invite us in for dinner. We went into the Post Office, where 

we sent some post cards back (I know, Kind of touristy, but remem-

ber: a Post Office is a real good place to find out about your new-

found locale) Sharing the same building as the PO was a Taxider-

my Shop, We of course went in ….Well it Turns out the Postmas-

ter, Morris Stern, was also the proprietor of the Taxidermy enter-

prise/hobby. Morris was an Ornithologist or a  bird man, his collec-

tion was impressive, he had been hunting birds since he was a 

boy , and he tried to have an example of each species he had 

bagged , sort of like a little bird graveyard, with a memorial head-

stone being the stuffed carcasses. No lodging in Dwight, so down 

the road we went.  

After returning home from that trip I found some turn of the century 

(1899 – 1900) pictures of downtown Dwight, and have added Sepia 

tone to the ones I took in 1997, a traveler here notices that not 

much has changed here in downtown Dwight in the one Hundred or 

so Years between these pictures, except the Stop Sign and phone 

poles were added, and the horses have been replaced by trucks 

and cars. 

Old Dwight     Modern Dwight 

 
The rest of that trip was just as amazing as Dwight, if you can believe that! 

>>>>>> 



 16 

>>>>>> 

We travelled west and stopped at the Front Range of the 

Rockies to marvel at the view of Pikes Peak, then drove 

deeper into the mountains. We spent a day at the “Never 

summer Ranch” way up in the Rocky Mountain NP. This 

was another trip back in time almost 200 years here at the 

Never summer, I think my eight and twelve yon. kids got a 

pretty clear picture of Frontier life here, ( more taxidermy 

here too btw  ) 

Then on across the barren plains of northwest Colorado, It 
was my wife‟s birthday that day, and I asked her where she 
wanted to go, she said “OH Nowhere “So that‟s where we 
went, the Middle of Nowhere, Craig Colorado.  
We had many more stops on that fantastic adventure, Roll-
ing our bicycles down from the Continental Divide down to 
Yellowstone  or Horseback riding in the Tetons, and hiking 
up to The Medicine Wheel near Buffalo WY, The State fair in 
Rapid City …. Those memories still vivid many years later 
But that month flew by, and before I knew what hit me,  
I was back at my desk in Quincy, UGH.     
 
We met “Floyd The Barber”, 
the real one from Mt Airy 
NC , he did a thing where he 

pretended he had spasms 
and you got ready for the 
WORST HAIRCUT EVER !  
And here was Old Bob from 
Center Harbor NH and Eng-
lewood, Florida in the win-
ter ,Bob was a landscaper 
with the nicest kept topiary I have ever seen , and Captain 
Iian from Glasgow Scotland, now of Marion Mass , who told 
me all I could ever need to know about Buzzards Bay.  
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A few other memorable folks I‟ve met along my travels?  Je-

rome Haynes from Jerry Pond Maine, He got us back to civili-

zation after being REALLY LOST    LOST in Jerry Pond 

Maine. His world is also unchanged over his lifetime  

 
In Smoke Hole West Virginia we met Roland Hendrick, He‟s 
Harrold Hendrick‟s uncle, and he told us the WHOLE story of 
how Harold got into some REAL trouble up there at the motel 

with some of them young cleaning girls he had working for 
him ,”Well ol‟ Harold won‟t be seeing many girls where he 

been sent “. 
 

SO My Best Advice? 
IF YOU HAVE AN OPORTUNITY to TRAVEL  

and see What and Who‟s really out there. 
PLEASE TAKE IT ! 

Tourists meet Mickey and Minnie and Goofy  
Travelers meet Morris ,Jerome , Roland , Russell and Ian. 
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ITALY:    HOME OF THE BRAVE           Jeff Stein 

Now, I had some work that took me to Milan, Italy, a week ago. Nice 
work, it was! And as a motorcyclist I was on the lookout for, you 
know…motorcycles. Turns out, of course, that I didn‟t have to look 
too far – they‟re everywhere. Big scooters,  mostly single-cylinders, 
and quite a few Beemers, too, especially versions of the R Nine T.  
And Italy has a helmet law now, so everyone looks pretty safe. But 
they‟re not. Instead, they‟re pretty brave, tough…or foolhardy. 
Here‟s what I mean. 
 
This is a photo taken in front of 
La Scala, Milan‟s great opera 
house, on a weeknight. Here‟s 
what we‟re looking at: 

*a major street made of cobble-
stones. 

*a misty evening, making those 
bumpy stones slick. 

*pedestrians everywhere, and 
they dart out into the street. 

*plenty of car traffic, it‟s rush 
hour. 
 
*and quite a few busses and 
delivery trucks. 

*plus, look at those streetcar 
tracks, and there are streetcars on them, too, like every few 
minutes. 

*then, it‟s motorcycles in the midst of it all. 2-up! Yikes! 
 
And the whole city‟s like that. Diverse, efficient, hand-made, gaso-
line is $7 per gallon. Looks like fun, eh? At least you drive on the 
right-hand side of the street. But for it to really work, maybe you 
have to be brought-up in that environment.  Italian cities and their 
streets are more complex than most anything we have over here. 
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Meanwhile, in the calm leafy suburbs west of Boston, here‟s how 
it is with me most days. And yes, if this were in color, you‟d see a 
bike whose yellow paint matches the yellow trees. 

 
A generation ago 
Jean-Paul Sartre 
explained that hu-
mans always face 
an existential mo-
ment, the „now‟ 
when we must pro-
ject ourselves into 
the future, to imag-
ine a new mode of 
being for human liv-
ing. Today 8 billion 
of us are confronted 
by that moment. We 
humans don‟t under-
stand much; but 
from what we do un-
derstand, it doesn‟t 
look as if we will all 
be riding motorcy-
cles -like they do in 
Italy -in the future, 
as efficient and 
space-and-material-
and-fuel-saving, and 
as fun as they may be. Given that Harley Davidson has just un-
veiled their all electric production bike at EICMA/Milan, if any of 
us are riding motorcycles at all, dodging robot-guided cars, they 
won‟t be the sorts of motorcycles we‟ve ever seen around here, 
either. Still, outside the box is where ideas come from, whether 
you are in what is arguably the design capital of the world, Milan, 
or moving through one of the most beautiful of the world‟s wood-
ed landscapes  – New England. Riding a motorcycle is certainly 
being outside the box. Now quit reading and hit the road, think 
clearly while you‟re out there, and understand there are folks 
braver than us riding everyday. 
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You‟ve come a  

LONG WAY BABY  
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 Fishtales  by Rich Roy    

The first thing Ii want to talk about is my Michlen Road 5.   

On my first ride i noticed they gave a better ride over bumps . 
   

They are supposed to to be the best 
tire in the rain they ever made .      
We do ride a lot in the rain .                      
Even when worn they are said to still 
be better than the Road 4 in the wet. 

 
 

 

 

 

Next the Mitas 07 on my V Strom .  
I ran them on my last bike a F650GS Dakar. 
Worked pretty good . I sold it before they wore out. 
I had over 8K on them .I have 9K on the rear V Strom tire .  
Good in rain ,highway, mud, gravel . 
 
Next i have some dirt road riding tips. I ride dirt roads not single track. 
I'm not an expert but this is what works for me. 
   
Going too slow isn’t always good if you hit a rock or what ever  
it could stop you in stead of going over it. More speed will help roll over them. 
When the road starts to get bumpy and you are bouncing off the seat  
you can't control the bike as well . 

Stand up stay loose and let the bike do it's thing. 
I can usually add another 10 mph or more if I do this. 
Rember when in doubt gas it. 
The bike doesn't want to fall over any more than you do. 
 

One more thing : always stay on your side of the road 
Cars and trucks coming around corners are always a danger. 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 
  

  

  

  

  

    

    

    

 

 

 

 

in the middle of the dirt roads .     

   I Don't know about the mileage yet. 
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      2019 Memberships ARE NOW DUE  
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   2019 Yankee Beemers Calendar  

                                     As Found on the official YB page   

  http://www.yankeebeemers.org/

January 12, 2019 Airheads Tech Day  Stow MA 

 

   

February 9th, 2019      35th YB Winter Gathering   

 

February 9th at the Warren Inn and Conference Center 
529 Chestnut St, Ashland Ma        From 5 to 10pm 
Hotel Rooms are available on site 
Mention the Yankee Beemers when you call 508-231-3000 
Please pay  by Pay Pal or RSVP to the Jim Sanders at 
P.O. Box 2151, Fitchburg Ma, 01420 
Members and a spouse $30pp, Non Members $45pp 
Please consider joining the club, your dues subsidize this and other 
great events     2019 Print calendar included with your ticket.  

  

When and Whair - Saturday January 12th - 8:30 to 5:00ish, Stow 
MA at the home / shop of Tim Hille, MA Airmarshal - contact via 

email or cell for specifics.   
 
maairhead@hillenet.com, 978-760-0650. 
 

http://www.warrencenter.com/
mailto:maairhead@hillenet.com
tel:978-760-0650
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